going to get a big boat. The Postmistress Nancy Randooley, Stan's friend and old classmate, heard broad speculation about Stan's boat plans all day long. All Stan would say was, "When the time is right." He didn't want to get pushed into buying a big boat right away. He could afford it, but not unless it was also going to be a bargain.
When he and Alvin would go out to Fort Lunch Reservoir, they'd fish from shore as they had done since their school days, and they would talk about the boats that would go by near and far.
"Yours is going to be certainly bigger than that one," Alvin would say, and Stan would say, "Yeah maybe."
They became students of boats, and Alvin printed some stuff from the Internet. But the prices were crushing. A boat that would fit on Stan's trailer was going to be ten thousand dollars if not twenty.
Eighty! A double-axle dual-tire trailer required a significant boat.
Stan and Alvin owned the last billboard company in the midlands, and their territory had the last ninety-nine full-size non-electric billboards in the country. These were ancient structures that adver tised all sorts of things: radio stations and churches and motels, of course, and feed, and the three or four odd tourist sights here and there. The law didn't allow any new signs, and as these antiques fell down they couldn't be rebuilt. 
